HAP. iv               PERFORMANCE                    281

hat large lady like a beetroot in grey silk and a
jurple toque, the kind the Queen wears. There
ras the Bishop, the Archdeacon, Aldridge and Mrs.
Aldridge (Aldridge said, during the Second Episode,
to his wife: ' I don't see Bob anywhere, my dear.
I've looked through the glasses at everyone.' * Oh
dear,' said Mrs. Aldridge, * I do hope it isn't his
stomach.' Because Bob inherited his faulty diges-
tion from his father), Lord and Lady St. Leath with
a party of friends, all these grand people sat in fine
prominent seats bordered with red cloth. In front
of the Duchess, who was so hot that perspiration
dimmed her eyes and she saw everything through
a haze, there was a large bouquet of carnations.
Mrs, Dickens, who was on one of the uncovered
stands to the right of the swells, with three others
of Mrs. Coole's old ladies, saw the carnations and
passionately longed that they should be put into
water. There they lay, poor things, sizzling on the
hot boards, gasping. Oh yes, gasping like fish out
of water. Her red, hard-worked perspiring little
hands clenched and unclenched. She heard the
chanting of the monks and thought how lovely it
was, but old Mrs, Anthony said, wiping her fore-
head, * My, but it's hot! What's the matter with

you, Alice? You're as restless as I don't know------*

* It's those carnations. There in front of the
Duchess. Poor things, they're dying for water.'

Canon Dale and Gaselee were sitting two rows
above the dignitaries. * Good,' said Dale, c that bit
of colour. Do you see it? That crimson book
Gregory is carrying against the white, and the soldier
in the crowd with that apple-green banneret.'

* Yes.    Romney's doing/ Gaselee said.    ' He's